ROBESPIERRE

speak he felt timid like a child, and trembled as he
neared the tribune. No doubt he felt intimidated by the
presence of so many brilliant men, but there was still
another reason.

Soon after the nobles and clergy joined the Assembly,
the deputies of the nobility of Artois, under the leader-
ship of one de Beaumetz, deliberately set out to make
life a burden to him. Whenever he would rise to speak,
they would start whispering, shrug their shoulders
contemptuously, smile mockingly, in fact do every-
thing imaginable to confuse him and make him appear
ridiculous. There was some ground for their ridicule.
Other deputies, too, could not help feeling a trifle
amused by his flowery style of oratory and his school-
masterly manner. To a man who had winced at the
failure of a farm labourer to return his greeting, this
was little short of torture. To have his fine, polished
sentences, worked over so sedulously, greeted with
amusement; what a humiliation for one of literary
pretensions, the prize essayist of the Academy of Metz!

The newspapers, too, were unkind to him at that
time. Usually they would make no mention of his
speeches whatever, or would condense them into half
a dozen lines. If they mentioned his name at all, they
would invariably misspell it, calling him Robert-
Pierre, or Robetzpierre. More often, they contented
themselves with asterisks, or referred to him as "a
deputy", or "one of the deputies".

As a result of all this, he drew even more within him-
self and his ironic little smile grew increasingly bitter.
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It has been said of Robespierre that he lacked the
gift of friendship. It is a fact that many of his friend-